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Where rude mifgouemd hands from windowes tops, 
Threw duftand rubbiih on King Richards head. 

Torks. Then ( as I laid) the Duke great BuUinghr««\ ( 
Mounted vpon a hote andfierie ftcedc. 

Which his afpirmg rider feemd to know 
With flow* but ftately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride, God faue the Bullingbrooke % 

You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake; 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafemcnts darted their deli ring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walks, 

With painted imagery hadlaydatonce, 

Iefu prefecuethe welcome Bulhngbreoke^ 

Whilft he fromthe one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Befpakethem thus, I thanke you Countrymen : 

And thus ftill doing, thus hepaft along. 

T>«. Alacke poore Richard, where rides he the whilft ! 

Torke. As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a well graced Aftor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, ~ 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did fcoule on gentle Richard , no man cried God faue hint 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 

But dull was throwne vpon his facred head} 

Which with fitch gentleforrow he Ihooke off, 

His face ftill combating with teares and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience) 

That had not God lor fornc ftrong purpofe fteeld 
The hearts ofmen,they mull perforce haue melted. 
And Barbariftne it felfe haue pittied hint: 

But heauen hath ahand in thefe euents. 

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents, 

T o Bullwgbrooke are we fworne fubieft now, 

Whofe ftatc and honour I for aye allow, 
f' Heer c comes my Ion ne Aumcrlc.. (Sntcr 
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r. Richard the Second, 

rorkg. Aumerlethatwas, 

Jut that is loft, for being&riwft/r friend; - w t y/ 

And Madam, you mull call him Rutland now s 
I am in Paliament pledge for his f rueth 
And lading leal tic to the new made King. 

But. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violets now . 
That drew the greene lappe ofthe new-come fpring. - ^ 
Am . Madam I know not nor I greatly care not* 

God knowesT had as licfcbe'uoneas one. 

Torke. Well, bearc you well in this new (pringof time, 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford ! do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
%A*m. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

7 orkg* You will be there I know. 

Am. IfGodpreuentnotlpurpofelb. 

Torke. What fealc is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yeaftookft thou pale Net me fee the writting. v >' 

Atm. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who lee it, 

■ I will be fatiftied, let mee fee the writting. 

Atm. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter offmalLconfequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not haue feefie. 

Torke, Which for fome reafons (fir) Imeanetofec* 
Ifeare,Ifeare. 

Dm. What Ihould you feare? 

Tisnothing but fome band that he is entred into 

For gay apparreli againft the triumph. 

Mf. Boundto himfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
1 hat he is bound to f Wife, thou artafoole s 
"°y, let me fee the writting. 

Aum. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not Ihew it, 
T<*ke. I will be fatiffied) let me fee it, I fay ; 

Tr Mf™ r , Tfepiacket tt out efhtf bofome, and reads 
Dm *«5f letrC i f ‘ >n ’^ainctraytor, flauc. 

• y l v/ 1 * ,s thematter, my Lord ! 

Ho, who is within there ! (addle my horfe s 
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